3i2	PRISON LETTERS
Write to me when you feel you can and tell me how
it happened.
I got the wire when I got home. It had been here
for a day or so, while I was with a friend at the sea,
and it gave me a terrible shock. Everything seemed
to go from under me : sometimes I could not realise it.
I had been awfully depressed and I did not know why,
for days. People noticed it and I thought I was seedy.
I had always had a funny habit, since Aylesbury, of
referring anything I was doing to her. Every sketch I
made I wondered how she would like it, and I looked
forward to showing it to her. If I saw anything
beautiful, I thought of her, and wished she was there
to enjoy it.
I was always dreaming and planning to take you
both along to some beautiful places in the car. I was
writing a play and doing a copy to send her, and so
on, through everything, though I didn't write often.
And then everything seemed to be cut off all at once.
But lately I've begun to feel and see her often.
When I'm painting she seems to look at me and help
me from the clouds. I wake suddenly and it is just
as if she was there. Last Sunday at Mass, when I
wasn't thinking of her at all, she suddenly seemed to
smile at me from behind the priest, and I know it is
real and that she, the real Eva, is somewhere very near.
I -know too that you will feel this in time. It is only
that you were so much in touch with her human form
that you miss it so, and your mind can't rest: but it
will find rest, and her, only it will take time.
I'd love some personal relics of her and a photo, if
a good one exists.   I have no good one.   My things
were destroyed so often.
I want to come over and see her grave.
I always looked on you as a sort of adopted sister,
Eva's twin.   And you're all I have now, in that way.

